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result he may have been thoughtless and graceless^
but he was quite charming.
He had gone to school and done exactly the
same as everyone else of his age and class; been to
the same sort of places^ kept the same sort of
animals, worn the same sort of clothes and, his
father said, talked rather more nonsense but the
same kind of nonsense.
This new life was as different as Rosa was differ-
ent from the girls he had known at home* He lay
and thought about her; her skin was like paper,
matt white, her body flimsy, and he remembered
her lips that were dark, dark red. Yet she re-
minded him of his little sister Janet; that was why
he had not kissed her last night, although he knew
she had expected him to.
Once they had taken Janet to the Tosca of a
touring opera company at Totnes, and Tosca had
been a giantess with short arms and Scarpio a
glaxo baby; Stephen remembered how they had
chased each other round and round the sofa, while
the floor-boards shook, and Scarpio had died neatly
on the carpet5 lifting his legs out of the draughts
at the last moment, and how he and his mother
had laughed. Janet turned round and rebuked
them; he had suddenly seen it with Janet's eyes as
beautiful, tragic, dramatic, and ceased to laugh.
With a feeling beyond his years and his usual
self, he sensed that Rosa was like that, too; naive
and utterly serious, and in his feeling for her was
a pity and a tenderness as for something precious;
and because of her strangeness and the strangeness